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A Conegratulatory POEM on the wonderful 
Atchievments of Sir Fohn Mandevil,c. 


Reat,Good,& Juſt, whoſe Worth then praiſes higher, 
Tho' none can comprehend, yet all admire ; 
Whom Heav'n to our ungrateful-City ſent 
Both for a Bulwark, and an Ornament. 
Whilſt tubborn Fa&tion, and mad Crowds bow dowri 
To ſacred Altar, and to ſacred Crown 
Whilſt all the horged Herd ſubmit their Ears, 
Frighted ev'n out of Jealouſies and Fears ; 
Whilſt each kind Pious Slave does mumping go 
To vote for THANKS to him that made them ſo, 
Among the Crowd of Bleſſings don't refuſe 
The liberal Mite of my Repenting Mule, 
| Whole Lies by th' help of North, ic may be, can 
Create her Maſter Common-Council-Man, 
Then make me Drunk, and ['le for Slavery bawl 
As loud as any TORY of 'em all: 
Tho' the Cow'd Populace in vain rebel, 


' And prate of Liberty, and (grumbling) tell 


Of CHARTERS, RiGHrTs, and FREEDOMS, which they draw 
From ſome Moth-eaten Grant, or muſty Law ; 

You bravely ftemm'd the Tide, You dar'd engage 

The weak Efforts of all their Feeble Rage ; 

The Loyal Int'reft nobly you relieve, 

By jumbling in a Chaſt and Generous Skrieve. 

Nor this with lictle pains did you perform ; 

Firſt you ſuſtain'd a dreadful Counter-Rtorm, - 

And then was {queez'd till you wich Loyal ftench, 


' , Out of exuberent Zeal defil'd the Bench. 


For theſe high Actions may you live to wear 
What Wreaths you can Rog or Heav'n prepare | 
To ſuch a place may your bright Worth aſpire, 
Thar one, and _ one can there be higher : 
May you, when to the Grave your Corps is born, 
' Like Scanderbeg, be into Reliques torn : 
Then, that your Memory may never'fall, 
Your Statue ſhall be plac'd within Guile-Hall,; 
(As Perſians line Tribunals with the Skin 
Of char falle Judge thar laſt was plac'd therein ) 
Bur ſince the Chamber Gold and Silver lacks, 
Muſt only be compos'd of Dirt and Wax. 
Then you, whilſt one poor Cit a Curſe can give, 
In every Mouth eternally ſhall live, 
Whilſt thus chey'] tell cheir ſtarving Brats----- 

Here lies the Wretch, who London to enſlave, 

' 'Tory-like, livd a Fool, and dyd a Knave. 
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